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MarLock, amid thy hoary-hanging views; 

Thy 5 that ſmile ſequeſter d, and hy nooks 

Which yon forſaken cragg all dark o'erlooks, 

Once more I meet the long-negleted Muſe, 

As erſt when by the moſſy brink, and falls 

Of ſolitary WensBscx, or the fide, 

Of CLypsvars's cliffs, where fiſt her voice ſhe tried, 

We wander'd in our youth - Since then the thralls 
R That 


*. ] | 
This wait Life's upland road} habe chill her breaft, 
7 And much, as much they might, her wing depreſt--- 
Wan Indolence reſign'd, her dead'ning hand 
Laid on her heart, and Fancy her cold 1 
Dropt at the frown of Fortune 5 yet once 8 
I call her, and once more her converſe ſweet, 
Mid the ftill limits of this lone retreat 
I wooe ; if yet delightful as of yore 
My heart ſhe may reviſit, nor deny 
The foothing aid of ſome ſweet melody! 


Awhile I ſeem to tread on charmed ground 
I mark the wreathed roots, the faplings grey 
That bend o'er the dark Dzxwant's wand'ring way 
I mark it's ſtream, with peace-perſuading ſound, - 
That ſteals beneath the fading foliage pale, 
Or, at che foot oſ frowning craggs uprear d, 
5 Complains 


[ 3 ] 
Complains like one forſaken and unhear'd-=- 
Io me it ſeems to tell the penſive tale 
of Spring-time, and the Summer days all flown--- 
And whilſt ſad Autumn's voice cen now I hear 
Thro' the dark covert of the high wood moan, 
That ſheds, at times, it's hanging treſſes ſear— 
Whilſt o'er the group of N groves I view 
The flowly- ſpreading tints of pining hue, 
I think. of poor Humanity's brief day, 
| How faſt it's bloſſoms fade, it's ſummer ſpeed away. 


When firſt young Hope, a golden - treſſed boy,, 


Sings to the whiſpering waters an they fall, 5 
Breathing freſh aits of fragrance and of j joy: mo 
The wild woods gently wave the morning ſheds. 
Her riſing radiance on the mountain- heads 
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Strew'd with green iſles appears old Ocean's reign, 
And ſeen at diſtance rays of reſting ligt 


Silver the fartheſt promontory's height: 
Then huſh'd i is the long murmur of the main, 


Whilſt filetit o'er the flowlr-criſping tides, * 
Bound to ſome beaming ſ pdt, the bark of {away rides 
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Alas the ſcents that! file, in r ol 
But catch the ene, and then in darkneſs be 1 
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We, 10 adventurers, of peace bereft, 
Look back on the green hills which late we left, 
Or ſome faint hope, that glimmering meets our AY 
Behold with beating breaſt, and anxious eye, 
8 (Like the lone watch-tow' r in the form of night). 
Then o on the diſmal waſte are driv'n deſpairing by 1. 


Mean- 
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Meantime, amid the landſcape cold and mute, 


Hope, ſweet enchanter, ſighing drops his lute--- 
So fad decay and mortal change ſucceeds, 
And Time on prowder wing to Ruin ſpeeds | 


Yet yonder cliffs on high, 

Around whoſe lofty craggs, with TW coil, 
And ſtill- returning flight, the ravens toil, 
Heed not the winged ſeaſons as they fly, 


Nor Spring nor Autumn : but their hoary brow 
Lift high, and ages paſt, as in this Now, 
The ſame deep trenches unſubducd have worn, 
The ſame majeſtic 3 that ſcems to ſcorn 

The beating winters, and the hand of Time, 


Whoſe with'ring touch ſcarce frets their front ſublime, 


80 


| = Their fading beauties he the winter dark 


TT 20 
80 Fortitude, a mailed warrior old 
Appears : he lifts his ſcar-entrenched creſt: 
The tempeſt gathers round his aged breaſt : 
He hears far off the aun of havoc roll'd: 
The feeble fall around : their ſound is paſt : 
Their ſun is ſet: their place no more is known: 
Like the grey leaves before the Winter's blaſt, 
They periſh: He unſhaken and alone 
Remairis--- his brow a ſterner ſhade aſſumes, 
By age ennobled, whilſt the Hurricane 
That ſtrews, like Time's fell ſweep, the ravag'd plain, 
But ſhakes unfelt his helmet's quiv'ring plumes. 


80 yonder * ſov'reign of the ſcene I mark 
Above the ſtill woods rear#his awful head, 
That ſoon all ſhatter'd at his feet ſhall ſhed 
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Regardleſs, and the winged Time that flies, 


Rejoicing in his lonely might defies— 


Thee, quiet ſtream | with other thoughts I view, 
Like Peace, a hermit in ſome craggy dell 
Retir'd, and a the 2 throng farewel, 
I ſee thee till thy e courſe purſue, 
Making ſuch gentle muſic as might cheer 


The weary paſſenger that journeys near. 


Such are the ſongs of Peace in Virtue's ſhade, N 
Unheard of Folly, or the vacant train 
That pipe and dance upon the noon-tide plain, 
Til in the duſt together they are laid; 
But not akin of "TY who fits ſublime 
Above the clouds of this tempeſtuous . 
It's ſtir and ſtrife, to whom more grateful riſe 


The humble incence, and the ſtill ſmall voice 
| | The 
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bol thoſe that on their penſive way rejoice, 


Than ſhouts of thouſands echoing to the ſkies, 
Of ſongs of triumph pealing round the car 

Of hard Ambition, or the Viedd'of War, 
Sated with flaughter---Nor may I, ſweet ſtream, 


From thy lone banks and limits wild depart, 


(Where now I meditate my penſive theme) 


Without ſome mild improvement on my heart 


Pour'd fad, yet pleaſing : ſo may I forget 


The croſſes and the cares that ſometimes fret 


Life's ſmootheſt channel, and each wiſh prevent ; 


That marrs the filent current of Content ! 


Where ſteals the wave by yon ſecluded ſpot, 


Unwin the Wk and dripping fragments rude, 
That broken ſtrew it's bounded folitude,) | 
Each paſſion paſt, 8 and forgot, 
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Some weary Bard, in his declining age 


Might wiſh to place his reed-roof'd * 
If Fortune {mil'd not on his airly way, 
If he were PAUSE d to mourn a faithleſs friend, 
Here he might reſt, and when his hairs were grey 
Behold in peace the parting day deſcend : | 
If a hard world his errors ſcan'd ſevere, 
(When late the earth receiv'd his mould'ring clay) 
Perhaps ſome low d companion wand'ring near, | 
Plucking the grey moſs from the ſtone, might ſay, 
«© Him I remember in our careleſs days 
« Vacant and glad, till, life, thy lore ſevere 
&« Firſt hung his placid RY with a tear; 
& Yet on ſuch viſions ardent would he gaze, 
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« As the Muſe lov'd, which oft would ſmile and die 
Like the faint bow:that leaves the weeping ſky—-- 
&« His heart unguarded, yet it proudly beat 
“ Againſt dark wrong, or coward cold deceit; - 
“Nor paſs'd he &'er, without a Goh, the cell 
* Where Wretchedneſs and her pale children dwell. 
© He never ooght to win the world's cold car, 
« Nor, known to thoſe he lov'd, it's blame could fear : 
ce It's praiſe he left to thoſe, wo at their will, | 
« 'Th' ingenious ſtrain of torturing art could trill ; 
“e Content, as random fancies might inſpire, 
« If his weak reed, at times, or lonely lyre 
« He touch'd with deſultory hand, and drew | 


« Some ſoften'd tones, to nature not untrue,” . * 
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The leaves, O Drxwzwr, & thy boſom ſtill | 
Oft with the guſt now fall---the ſeaſon pale 
| Hath ſmote with hand unſeen the pining vale, 
And ſlowly ſteals the verdure from the hill--- 
So the fair ſcene departs, yet wears awhile | 
The lingering traces of it's beauteous ſmile; 
But we who by thy margin ftray, or climb 
The cliff; s aerial height, or join the ſong 
Of hope and gladneſs amidſt yonder throng, 
(*© Lofing the brief and — A of Time, 
Reck not how thus cold Age's wintry hand 
Hangs o'er us---how, as with a wizard's wand, 
Youth blooming like the ſpring, and roſeate Mirth, 
To {low and ſear conſumption he ſhall change, 
And with inviGble/ mutation firange 
Wither'd and waſted ſend them to the earth, 
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Whilſt huſh'd, arid by the mace of ſtud rent, 
Sinks the forſaken hall of Merriment ! | 


Bright burſts the ſun upon the ſhaggy ſcene ; 
The aged 1 their glittering ſummits grey 
| Hang beautiful amid the beams of day, 
And all the woods, with ſlowly-fading green, 
Yet ſmiling wave ſeverer thoughts away! 
The night is diſtant, and the lovely day 
e of mirchlul- cheer 
From yonder dome comes pleaſant to mine ear. 
From rock to rock reverberated celle, 
Hark | the glad muſic of the village bells: 
On yonder naked point the heifer lows, 
And wide below the brightning landſcape glows l 


Tho' 


WOW 


Tho' brief the time, and ſhort our courſe to run, 
Awhile, O Dezxwexrt, on thy winding fide, 
Gre yet the parting paths of life divide) 

Let us rejoice, ſeeking what may be won 

From the laborious day, 4 Fortune's frown: 
Here may we ere the ſun of life goes down, 

| while regardleſs of the morrow dwell; 

Then to our deſtin' d roads, and ſpeed us well! 


8 


THE 


THE. AFRICAN. 


FaliNT-gazing on the burning orb of Day 
When FAIRIES injur'd for expiring lay, 
His forehead cold, his laboring boſom bare, 
His dewy temples, and his fable hair, 
His poor companions kiſs'd, and cried aloud 
 Rejoicing, whillt his head in peace he bow'd ; 
«N thy long long taſk is done, 
| Swiftly, brother, wilt thou run, 

Ere to-morrow's golden beam 

Glitters on thy parent- ſtream, 

Swiftly the delights to ſhare, 

The feaſt of joy which waits thee there ! | 

Swiftly, brother, wilt thou ride 

O'er the long and ſtormy tide, 


Fleeter 


( ns ] 

Fleeter than the Hurricane, 
Till chou view thoſe ſcenes again, 
Where thy father's hut was rear'd, 
Where thy mother's voice was heard, 
Where thy infant brothers play'd 
Beneath the fragrant citron's ſhade ; 
Where thro green Savannah's wide 


Cooling rivers ſilent glide, 
Or the ſhrill ſigarras ſing 


Ceaſeleſs to their murmuring "It 


Where the dance, the feſtive ſong 
Of many a friend divided long, 
Doom'd thro' ſtranger lands to roam, 
Shall bid thy Spirit welcome home! 


Fearleſs o'er the foaming tide 
Again thy light canoe ſhall ride: 
Fearleſs 


81 261 
Fearleſs on th' embattled plain 
Thou ſhalt lift thy lance again, 
Or farting at the call of morn, 
Wake the wild woods with thy horn, 
Or lieh down the mountain - ſlope 
O' ertake the nimble Antelope; 
or lead the dance mid bliſsful bands, 
On cool Andradte's yellow ſands : 
Or in th' embow'ring orange grove 
Tell to thy long-forſaken love, 
The wounds, the agony ſevere 
Thy patient ſpirit ſuffer d here 


Fear not now the Tyrant's power 
Paſt is his inſulting hour--- 

Mark no more the ſullen trait 

On Slavery's brow of ſcorn and hate 


Hear 


11 
Hear no more the long ſigh bon 
Murmuring on the gales of Morn! 


Go in peace yet we remainn 
Far diſtant, toiling on in pain - | 
Ere the great Sun fires the ſkies . 1116 
To our work of woe: we riſe, 1 + 
And ſee each night, without a friend, 
The world's great Comforter deſcend ! 


Tell our brethren, where ye meet, 


Thus we toil with weary feet: 


Yet tell them that love's gen'rous flame, 

In joy, in wretchedneſs the ſame, 
In diſtant worlds was ne'er forgot 

And tell them that we murmur not 


D Tell 
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Tell them, tho the pang will ſtart. 


And drain the life- blood from the ert 


Tell them generous ſhame forbids 


The tear to ſtain our burfing lids? 
Tell them, iu weatineſs and want 
For our native hills we pant, IR © 


Where ſoon from ſhame and Gre Rer. 


— 


We hope in death to follow: thee,” 
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On 


On leaving a Place of Reſidence. 


IF I could bid thee, pleaſant ſhade, farewel 
Without a ſigh, amidſt whoſe circling bow'rs | 
My ſtripling prime was paſs d, and happieſt hours, 
Dead were I to the ſympathies that ſwell 
The human breaſt: theſe woods that whiſpering wave 
My father rear d and nurs'd, now to the grave 

Gone down ; he loy'd their peaceful ſhades, and faid 
Perhaps, as here he mus d, Live laurels green, 

e Ye pines that ſhade the ſolitary ſcene 

Live blooming and rejoice : when I am dead 

© My ſon ſhall guard you, and amid your bow'rs 
“Like me find ſhelter from life's beating ſhow'rs.” 


Theſe thoughts, my father, every ſpot TY 
And whilſt I think with ſelf-accuſing pain, 


A ſtranger ſhall poſleſs the lov'd domain, 


In each low wind I ſeem thy voice to hear, 
But 


* „ 
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18 But theſe are hadows of the ſhapiog brain 
T hat now. my heart, alas, can ill ſuſtain--- © 
We muſt forget---the world is wide th' abode 
Of peace may ſtill. be found, nor hard the road 
It boots not, ſo, to every chance reſign d, 
Wheree' r the ſpot, we bear th' unalter d mind : 
Vet, O poor Cottage, and thou ſylvan ſhade, | 
Remember ere I left your coverts Sreeh, 2 
Where Fi in my youth I mus'd, in childhood ard 
I gaz'd, I paus'd, I dropt a tear unſeen, 
(That bitter from the fount of memory fell) 
Tn on him m fs rar you———N ow farewel | 
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. | 1 6, for peaceful, read blameleſs 
th P. 11, I. 1, for in, read on. 1 
vs : I. 10, for creeping, read fleeting. | 
P. 13, I. 13, for Erewhile, read Awhile. 


